22                 JAMES FENIMQRE-COOPER

It was many a long year before we saw the wild roses
of Otsego again.

One little incident I remember distinctly, but omitted
to record it in its place. On the morning before we left
our Fenimore home, my dear Father took me by the hand
and led me through the grounds, across the brook, into
the inclosure where lay the grave of my little sister
Elizabeth. He stood there in silence a few moments, and
then led me back again. I cannot remember his having
spoken a word at the time.een
